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THE SEA SERPENT AT WEYMOUTH. 


_ “Tf ever a man deserved the gratitude of Fleet Street, that man is undoubtedly Poor Papa. Recognising the distress prevailing among his brother 
littcrateurs in London through insufficiency of news, my heroic Parent sallied out at Weymouth in quest of the sea serpent. After a terrific struggle, the monster 
was overcome and brought to land for exhibition. Unfortunately, however, the rumour got about that it was nothing more than a‘ property’ dragon borrowed 
Jrom Gus Harris, and an infuriated populace promptly wrecked the show. Poor Papa! he has indced a lot to contend against,”—Tootsiz. 


SIX MURDERERS. 


es 


IN 1611, one Jaques Perrier had been living for six years 
as accountant in the house of a rich architect in Paris when 
he conceived a plan of robbing and slaying his master, for 
which purpose he resolved to obtain the aid of “certain vil- 
lains, who at that time robbed in the streets, and committed 
many murders on the roads about Paris.” 

The architect hada small house in the environs, to which, 
from time to time, he would repair, accompanied by his 
daughter and one maidservant, and here it was that Perrier 
resolved that the deed should be done. One night he 
appeared at the house, and the maid, who opened the door 
to him, was much astonished and alirmed when five masked 
men. bearing heavy staves, followed her into the kitchen, 
At Perrier’s directions they knocked out her brains, and 
then proceeded to the old mgn’s room, where they found 
him sitting on his bed. The old) man at first begged for 
mercy ; then, witha halbert, strove uusuccessfully to defend 
himself, but “the villains struck him down, and with thirty 
or forty wounds, gave a passage for his soul into a better 
life.” 

It was now the turn of the young lady who lay ina bed- 
room next to her father’s. Full of fear and astonishment, 


" Wha-a-t!" cried Backbone, M.P., “bin a-car Then, armed with his ancestral cudgel } ' she covered herself with the bed-clothes, and endeavoured 
Pina Fay 2 ME, : mn, cl and flat- Wrath flast P i . | J . : pee M 

iN vine ov me in that there *SLOVERK’S iron, he waited upon the Eminent. “This hinsult, bottle of ape biped eer oate Sani perttoue: all she was able to hide herself in the bed. Verrier, after 

il VEnBAY “uve they? Bust me, so SLOPER,” he cried, “can on'y be—er—quenched in “In the name of Liberty an’ Freedom. don't, don't go an’ waste pulling the bed-clothes into the middle of the room, dis- 

< oshnus ov gure! thatwooze! Give us a whet, au’ we'll cry straight.” covered the fugitive. In vain she fell upon her knees, and 
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with all that tendar eloquence so natural to her sex when in dis- 
tress. besonzht them that they would spare her life, which, as she 
said, could be oof no benetit to them, and could only serve to 
increase the number of their sins; but they were too much flushed 
in cruelty and biowd te give any attention to her entreaties, and so, 
Without respect either for the softuiess of her sex or her tender 
years, they, with a shower of blows from their clubs, laid ler dead 
upon the tloor.” 

The hou-e was now rifled. and they found almost ten thousand 
crowns in ready money. Albobjects of value they curried away in 
a boat they had procured for the purpose, and this, during the 
night, thes loaded and nnle ded tive or six times, hiding the stolen 
goods ina house some distance off they had obtained possession of, 

This done, Perrier returned to Paris and continued to curry on 
the ordinary course of his inaster’s business, About two days after 
the crime, aman called at the old gentleman's country house, and 
after knocking for some time, returned to Paris and told: Perrier 
that he found nobody there, Perrier expressed great surprice, and 
calling vo his aid: several of the servants, went down iinmediately 
to the piace, and * with all the seeming horror imaginable, became 
a second tine a witness of those burbarities which he and his 
Villainous associates had committed.” 

In spite of his atlected grief, however, suspicion fell on him, and 
he was imprisoned for six months, at theend of w hich time, nothing 
being proved aciinst him, he was set at liberty. Shortly after. 
wards, four of the murderers displaying great fright at the sudden 
appearance, in a public-house where they were dining, of some 
constables, caused them: to be suspected, captured, and put to the 
torture, One. ai old man, confessed to sixty murders. thes were, 
in the end. broken alive on the wheel, and “the assembly on this 
oreasion was much larger than ordinary, and, contrary to custom, 
showed but little compassion to the miserable tortures which those 
wretehes endured.” 

Perrier and another, Masson. were still at liberty, The latter, 
taking up his abude near Toursas a auack doctor, presently became 
involved ina plot to swindle a countryman, and was sentenced to be 
banished asa sorcerer after being first whipped at all the cross 
streets inthe town, Against this sentence he foolishly appealed to 
the Parliament at Paris, was recognised, brought back, and broken 
onthe wheel, Perrier only remained, and he, after hiding away, 
endeavoured ta eseape to London, where he knew he would have 


been safe. Butat Calais heconmitted a robbery, and was executed 
though the manner of his death is not set forth in the curious old 
book from which this account is abridged, He suffered fifteen 
years after the date of the brutal murder, 
* * * * 


LAITEST FROM THE SEET OFF WAR. 

thiss av bin a crewell dai. 

nite av fall an nott a magg. 

suddinkli a wel knone form heeve in sitea carryin a rumberreller, 

e ap reech the happyratus ann studdi itt by the lite off a wacks 
match. 
itt iss the oorangitang cum ome unexpected, 
eav putt ina peni. 
now he iss a pullin off the andel. 
CRASH. 
the happyratus av fel over. 
the oorangitang iss undernecf off itt. 

(Nest week, A Dreadful Night at Sea”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


ss 

*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enoughtocontain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose louse stamps. 


Yea: but we returned it, KAFFIn, No, ae hace not, 11. L. 8. 
Very good indeed, SEcuNDUS. Yer; we're always glad to, Bess. 

rea, af course you ought to, ALPHA, Row that agent ence again. 
Sorry, but it's usclexs to us, Thorgh it's clever, G. F, PAYNE. 
Thanks ; we're much obliged, Miss WILTON, That's another matter, 
Kit. Glad to hear you like it, LARKIsT ; It's a most colossal hit, 
Funny, we admit, ADMIRER; Jtut we haven't space to spare. 
It is possible, PISTELLO, But it would be hardly fair, Send them 
all along, then, BERTRAND; It's an open question, V1. There is 
nv compulsion, ARTIE, But it’s better to comply. 


——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Ilustrated Puper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
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PARIS: 
On sale at all Kinsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 
Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), whe shall happen to meet. 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of 
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the time of the Accident,“ ALLY SLOPER'S ALF-HOLIDAY” /s 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 


noon at Lovelock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 1 o'clock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—»>— 
Perker, V've never secu her, Would you call her good-looking? 
Smirker. That would depend entirely upon whether she could 
overhear or not. Pars 


Orerheard in the Train, 
First Corner Mun. Do you—rattle, ratt/e—understand—ratt!e, 
jump—Buddhism i 
Sceond Corner Man. Vve seen it done—huz:, rattle, No time 
now—rattle, rattle. Always employ a gardener. 
rr 


* 
WHEN man abuseg politics, 
It’s pretty safe to guess 
The other party gu in by 
A thousand, more or less. 
*.* 

Bung (engaging ‘‘chucker”). Strikes me, young man, you ain't 
ane strong enough for the post. Ain't you got no qualifications 
at . 

Applicant. Qualifications? Rather. why 1 once fought four 
mounds with my mother-in-law, and licked her. ‘ 
ae [Engaged forthwith. 

> 


Orerheard doin in Surrey. ; 
First Stranger. 1s that the County Court Judge—just there? | 
Svcond Stranger. If he's just there, it’s the first time in his life 
he ever has been just. Darn him! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 420.—The “ Aberystwith Bathing ” Costume. 


_ “Dauber'’s got a commission.” “ Has he, 
by Jove? What is it ? siguboardsor back 
yard feuces 7" 


p M. 
Cissy, What an imposing looking miu! 
Ethel, Ah, yes! he is a leader among men. 


Cissy. How so? 
‘Ethel, Why, he leads the baud on the pier every cveninz. 


This is Tottie Goodenough's 
idea of what ladies undergo at the 
Soinning House, Cambridge. 


“That lamp on the table is smoking, my 
dear.” “ Yes, it’s caught the habit from you.” 
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Snipper. 1 aon't believe all the yarns floatin i 
a e i about ‘erning 
Bounder having come intoa sarge nti of money, eile 
Snapper. Oh! Ido. He has been so insufferably rude to ev.-. 
one lately, oe 
s 
Our language must be particularly difficult for a foreigner to 
learn colloquially, as so much depends upon the context. Vor 
instance, the expression, “ Hard and fast.” would apply equally well 
tou a sioney-hearted coquette, or toa boat stuck on the uind. | ; 
a -* 
Johnny. Oh, this is beastly weather : 
7 fee You shouldn't say that, Johnny. How can weather be 
asuly 
Johnny. Well enough. mater, Isn't it raining cats and doz. ! 
ee INH 


s 
“Love's Golden Dream ” is oft the theme 
Of many a poct’s song : 
‘Tis doubtless of that wealthy match 
For which young ladies long. 
s**t 


s 

Young Sharpshins, Dad, how would you define “A man of 
mette - 

Old Sharpshins, A man of metal?) Why. a copper, with ste Ty 
eyes, golilen hair, bronzed complexion, a silcer tongue, leaden foot, 
brazen face, with an éren will and a pocket full of ¢/2, would answer 
the description pretty well. ee 

s 


- Behind the Scenes, 
Very Youthful Masher, Aw—Miss Lottie, can’t I—aw—perswade 
you to come and have supper with me : 
_ hottie (eyeing hia searnfully), With you? Ha, hat No thanks 
little man, I've no taste for * food for infants.” , 
* 


Modern Suitor, Sir, your daughter loves me madly ; kindly have 
the soodness to tell me whether you think she isable to support me 
in the style to which I have been accustomed ! 

» 


s 
Seouper (with pride), Yes; Vive had that watch close on thirty 
years now, and it’s as good as ever it was; they must be grand 
works, and no mistake. 
Biffer, Oh, L don't know; you're not taking into consideration 
the precious long rests they've had at uncle's, don’t you know, 


* 
Joncs, That was a capital article you wrote on “Cromer,” old 
man, 
Smith, So a number of people have told me. I think I si all 
have to go and sce the place next year. 
te 


* 
First Slarey, Hullo, Mary! I hear you've left your place at the 
Pebblebeaches, 
Second Slarey. Yes; you see, they advertised for a girl accus- 
tomed to wait at table. but I found out they wanted someone 
accustomed to wait for their wages. 


s 
A bas Gay Old Dog. What's the matter? You do look miser- 
able! 
scond Gay Old Dog, Vve just received an invitation toa titres 
téte supper with Tottie Footlights. 
First Gay Old Dog, Well, surcly that’s not a matter to grieve 
over. 
Second Gay Old Dog. Ah! but 1 do not know how the wife will 
behave. Women are so dreadfully selfish, you know. 


* 
'T1s sad to see to what great depths 
Of falsehood man descends, 
To merely borrow half a crown 
From too confiding friends. 


= 
Lady (engaging Cook). Yes, yes, your references are all satis- 
factory ; and, now, what wages do you ask? 
Applicant (with freezing dignity). L beg your pardon, ma‘am, 
my salary at my last place was £2. 


* 
First Tramp. Git anythink at all up at that ‘ouse there, Bill? 
Second Tramp. Git anythink? No; only a bloomin’ fright. The 
old cove offered me a free ticket fer a swimmin’ bath, or sume sich 
‘orrible invention ; you should a-just sven me ‘ook it. 
s 


s 
Peripatetic Lecturer. Yes,my friends, the wisdom and kindness 
of Providence is shown in the smallest convolutions of Nature a> 
well as in the largest. Not only does He temper the wind to the 
shorn lamb, but He covers the bare common with furs to protect 
them from the eventualities of the inclement weather. 
= * 


* 
Rowdy. I've noticed you've changed your diggin’s, old fellow ; 
don’t put up with Mrs. Primly now, I see. : 
Dowdy. No, my boy—to tell you the truth, the old girl wouldnt 
put up with me. +? 


First Man. Hullo, Smith, old man, back from the seaside again: 
By the way, you don’t look very brown. 

‘Second Man, Don't 1, my boy! Well, 1 ought to, that’s all, they 
did me brown enough down there, goodness knows. 


* 
Wife of Hotel Proprictor, What's the matter, dear? You look 
worried about something. 
Hotei Proprictor. Yes; Vm just wondering whether the shabby 
old man who arrived this afternoon is a diddler, or a millionane 
duke travelling ¢xceg. *.* 


Elderly Dowager. Ah, Lord Oldboy ! still as great a flatterer a> 
ever, see. But why waste your pretty siyings on an old wonen 
like me? I'm really afraid, now, you're only tishing for com- 
pliments. } ? 

His Lordship (gallantly). Anyhow, your ladyship, fm anglinz 
in very well-preserved water. “oe 


THE pickpocket’s a man whom we 
Are not inclined to praise, 
Bur still you can't deny that he 
Has very taking ways. 
* 


She (writing invites), Let me see: is there anyone else whom we 
ought to ask. Oh, that wretched Fadler! 1 wonder if he en 


He. Tknow he cannot. He told me he was engaged. 
She (eagerly). That's all right 5 then Tl invite him. 
s 9 


* . 

IT is a strange coincidence that those n.en who are most anx.ol> 
in the present day to “make their mark,” generally seem to Uris 
that itis the proper thing to write aa almost iHegible hand, 

* 3 


Ls 4 
Gladys. 1 say, Edith, is it true that you are engaged to Chast 
Spooner? ; ; 
Edith. Well, not exactly, dear, you could hardly call it enses 
he squeezes my hand, and—cer-rtrics to snatcha kiss sometimes. 15 
we're not on cuddling terms yet. 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 
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TOOTSIE AT ABERYSTWITH. 


= 

Ip we are te believe the lesend, Cardigan Bay was, once upon & 
tine, a Vast expanse of dry wud fertile land, “the beauty and fruit- 
fulness of which 
were not surpassed 
by any in all the 
land of Wales or 
anywhere else.” 
Flocks snd herds 
roamed over __ its 
pastures : beautiful 
cities and towns 
were scattered over 
its plains, inhabited 
by un happy and 
prosperous popula- 
tion, 

The name of this 
terrestrial paradise 
wis Cantrev -y - 
Gwaelod, and lay so 
low that a sea-wall 
with — flood - gates 
were built to hedge 
it off from the 
tempestuous ocean, 
The captain of the 
gates wasone Seith- 
enyn, an unusually 
drunken Welsh- 
man, who, one 
evening. getting 
extra drunk, left 
the flood - gates 
open at high tide, 
and the sea rushing 
in next morning, 
allthetowns and cities, cattle and slumbering people were fathoms 
deep under water, and have been eversince. But what 1 should like 
to know is. if evervbody was drowned, how did it become known 
thet drunken Seithenyn was more drunk than usual that night? 

We had a jolly time of it last year at Aberystwith,and have been 
pretty lively this time, Archery has been one of our strong points; 
ond f played at being William Tell, and Bob pretended to be my 
sonand put an apple on his head. It was a providence I hit it, for 
Bob did wobble about awfully with fright. 

Poor Billy can’t get his figure down a bit, however hard he tries. 
Yesterday he was photographed on donkey-back on the sands, 
The photo was n long time taking, and I expected every minute 
the poor Jerusalem's knees would give way. Fortunately for Billy 
he member of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
chanced tocome past, or goodness knows what might have happened. 

Rub is onee more on for tishing, and caught an enormous conger, 


William Tell up to date, 


which, after on § 
terrific stragsle ; 
with Nim, jump. ees a 


ed out of the < 
boat into the sen, 
taking the tackle 
with it. Couger 
els weighing be- 
tween seventy 
wnd eighty 
eee eh 
siomuly caught 
hereand are sent 
over to) France, 
where they turn 
op im some of 
those mystie 


messes oat the 
cheap restan- 
rots round the 


Palais Royal, [ 
trom which the 
merry cheap 
tripper obtains 
his tdeas of Pa. 
Vision cookery, 

The modern 
Aberystwith is 
very new and 
chan and spick 
and span. and 
'y enough in 
div time, 
h. perhaps, a little bit off at night, as are most sea-side places 
y idea. We bathe, we wander, we lounge, we lunch, we 
and thus pass the day pleasantly enough. It is in the 
evening in the absence of shows, that it is hardish to kill the time. 

The bathing is good, and we yiris, of course, have created the 
hard Sarere with our new bathing costumes which came direct from 
town. and were donned hers for the first time. I need hardly say 
‘hat they wholly eclipsed all) worn by other visitors, for although 
more attention is now paid to fashion and fit, the costumes 
# Wly sre. owing to the half-heartedness of the wearers, not all 
they shonld be. The Dook Snook, whose recollections date back 
to the dark ages, tells me that the ladies once on a time used to 
wear aohind of blue or drab night-gown, 2 weird garment, plen- 
Gfully patched, and with an awful habit of getting over the 
‘wearer's head, There are a lot of female persons nowadays who 
vom look very picturesque, indeed, not alfa quarter as well as 
they themselves in 
their blissful ignor- 
ance think they do; 
but in the good old 
times the things 
must have been 
simply awful. To go 
about sixty years 
further back than 
the Dook Snook’'s 
memory, I read inan 
old fashioned diary : 
 Suauday.—Took the 
liberty of surveying 
all the bathing 
machines. Fine ladies 
going — fine ladies 
coming away. Ob- 
serve them at the 
instant of bathing. 
How humiliating: 
they appear more de- 
plorable than so 
many corpses in 
shrouds.” 

The poverty of the 
poor, dear Dook is 
something xadden- 
ing. His last etYort 
to raise the wind has 
been to blacken his 
face and sing nigger 
’ x songs, with an ac- 
companiment on the bones. The Dook’s voice is a bit reedy, 
‘Che sets a good deal of clatter out of the bones. Somehow, 


Thieny 


——— 


Photozrapiied on donkey-back. 


The Dook in a new character, 


(Uh. the hat travels round many times before anyone drops a 
Cicuny into it. 1 should mention, by the way, that orchard 
“ustde Was settled by a fine that Bob paid. 
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AT LITTLEWINK-ON-SEA. 
To Mrs. Briggs her boarder spake, 
In tones urbime and pleasant : 
“Vl like, ere my farewell T make. 
To make you some slight present.” 
The dame replied, * Oh. thank you, sir!” 
Then said the swain so gentle, 
“Ist something useful you'd prefer, 
Or something ornamental?” 
“T thinks I'd like, my dear young gent, 
Some useful thing much better!” 
Ant! forth the genial boarder went, 
A parting gift to get her. 
The fact to all her neighbour folks 
The matron soon recorded 
That one of London's kindest blokes 
She fora week had boarded. 
But, when te knew what gift she got 
They all next morn were yearning. 
The lady snarled, and answered nut— 
Her noze in rage upturning. 
For Prigg>’s boarder, having thought 
What thing would want much beating 
For usefulness to Briggs, had brougiit 
Te Briggs—a tin of Acating ! 
—_—_ 


RUSTIC SIMPLICITY. 

THE London and North Western had run a * Two Days in Our 
Modern Rabslon” trip especially in the interests of the natives of 
Mow Cop and Congleton ; and the Mow Coppians and the Congle- 
tonians, somewhat wearied by the journey, were gradually is. 
persing from the great terminus at Euston and seeing life in the 
station vard beyond, 

But there was one who lingered. He was such an innocent. 
looking old man—quite the concentrated essence of rural simplicity 
—and he looked wonderingly at the most commonplace objects 
around him that a kindly railway-constable felt it his duty to open 
a little conversation and warn the old fellow against pickpockets 
and sharpers, 

“Oh, you needn't be afeard of anybody gittin’ the best of me,” 
he said. “Jest come in this ‘ere waitin'-room and let me show you 


He sat down in one corner of the waiting-room and pulled off 
his boots. Ineach one he had two five-pound notes, with some 
three pounds in change in his pockets. 

“In order to git that money,” he said,as he pulled his sidesprings 
on again, “I've got to be knocked down, walked on, and them 
boots cut off my feet. and I reckon nobody will undertake to serve 
me in that. way—not by davlight.” 

“Well, good mornin’; take care of yourself.” 

“Oh, yes, Z'1] see to that. I may have fed on grass all my life, 
but I'm not half so green as some o' you London folk supposes.” 

He went out. In something less than an hour he returned. He 
had not been beyond King’s Cross—less than half-a-mile—and the 
kind railway-constable noticed that he held a cheque in his hand. 
. ee Chip Deeman,” said he, “which way must 1 go to the Thames 

ank 

“The Thames bank,” replied the official ; “why, bless my soul, 
it reaches right from Gravesend to Oxford. Which particTr stop 
d’ye want?" 

“I don't think you understand me,” argued the old fellow; “1 
want the Thames Zank—a bankin’ house.” 

“There ain't no sich bank in London—leastways, not that Z 
know of.” 

“Well, then, where ean T get this cheque enshed ?” 

“Great Balfour!” ejaculated the he!metted one, “what on airth 
hare you been doin’ ?” 

“Lent a feller twenty pounds, and took this cheque for fifty a3 
security. He said I'd better draw the ‘ole of it this afternoon, and 
keep the thirty till T see'd him again—said he was going to see his 
dyin’ uncle at Pontypridd.” 

The kindly ofticer drew him aside. Over a shillingsworth of 
brandy—lest the shock proved too severe—he lightened the old 
man's darkness, 

“Well, LNEVER!” exchimed the old chap. when the recital of 
revelations finished. “and I really thought that so long as I didn’t 
yo buyin’ ‘osses, or the country right of a washin’ machine, no 
human hyena could wallop me out o' my savin's. Here, mister, 
take this two pound nineteen, and lock me up out of harm's way 
in the lamp house till the Mow Cop ‘scursion starts back !” 


—_——_.—_—_— 


TAKEN TO HEART. 
ALL in an hour, and at a spot, 
When of such visit dreamed I not, 
It came "pon tne like a dart, 

And, ob, [ took it much to heart ! 


Yet, in that unexpected hour 

When it appeared, it had not power 
To make my soul with anguish smart, 
Although I took it much to heart. 


My startled frame it did not shake 
With ayonizing sobs, nor make 

The tear-drops from my optics st.rt, 
Although I took it much to heart. 


It was not grief, it was not care, 
It was not fear, remorse, despair, 
That came my tortured soul athwart, 
And set I tuok it much to heart. 


Its sudden coming gave me shock, 
Yet—strange and wondrous jmaradox != 
1 took it in extreme good part, 
Although I took it much to heart. 


It made my pulse with pleasure throb 
Like youngster’s who has got a bob 
To spend at Ice Cream Johnny's cart, 
And yet 1 took it much to heart. 


"Twas but the lissom form of my 
Beloved Annette ; and that was why, 
When on me like the lightning’s dart 
It came, L tovk it much to heart ! 


—_—_>——_— 


MA'S SHOESTRINGS. 

SuUSIE’s mother sent her to the shoemaker’s the other day for 
some shoestrings. The little girl tipped the door-latch and slowly 
walked up to the shopman. 

“Mamma sent me down for a pair of shoestrings,” and Susie 
fingered her money nervously as she looked into the raan’s face. 
The latter turned to a bunch of strings upon the wall and began to 
pull a couple ont. Then he stopped. 

* Hlow long does she want them?” 

Susie looked flustered, “I don't know, but I think mamma 
wants them to keep.” 


HE WAS TOO GOOD. 
: veg say you don't drink, George.” 
“No.” 
“Nor sinoke?” 
“No.” 
“Nor gamble?” 
“No.” 
“Nor stay out at night?” 
* Never.” 


“Well, we never could be happy as man and wife, George, 1 
have been brought up ir Loudon, not Heaven. 


cep debe MiB aps SARS «a ES 


Up tias Cie OER Aa 
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THE PEVERIL PEARLS. 


— 


“Yrs.” said Mr. Perritt. the eminent: private inquiry aerate “it 
y. 


isa very peculiar case,” and he stroked his chin thoughtfu 

After a few 
moments’ silence, 
he looked at his 


client — sharply, 
and said, interro- 
gatively: * You'll 
sive meow free 
hamad, Sir 
George)" 

eC 1a oF fe 
blanche!" the 
other replied. 


And they parted, 


. . 

“ Ferritt doesn't 
seem Very active 
in our matter,” 
said) Sir George 
Peveril to his 
wife a few days 
Inter, “But for 
his great reputa- 
tion and the ad- 
vice have re. 
ceived to trust 
him implicitly, I 
should be in. 
clined to consult 
somebody else.” 

“Um not sorry 
he's rather slack 


in the matter, 
dear, replied And ke stroked his chin thoughtfully. 
Lady Peveril, 


“IT confess 1 don't like the idea of a detective prowling about 
the house.” 

“One theory, at any rate. is exploded,” Sir George said, uneasily. 
“Although you have discharged Bates, your jewela continue to 
mysteriously disappear.” 

“Yea, dear George ; but, whether Bates was a thief or now. it's 
just as well she’s gone—she was so slow and clumsy, and not too 
respectful. My new mail is a gem. Dresses my hair to perfection, 
keeps everything in its place, and keeps her own place. Although 
she is so quiet, she performs her duties quickly and thoroughly.” 

“I wonder who really is the thief!” Sir George exclaimed, 
impatiently. “It's becoming more and more serious and alarming. 
Your bracelets, your dinmond pendant. and rings—one after 
another have disappenred ; and after a couple of months’ investi- 

a gation, we are no 


hearer a clue 
than we were ut 
first. Thank 
goodness ! the 
thieves have left 
us the  Peveril 
pearls.” 

Lady Peveril 
paled. Then, 


starting up ex- 
citedly, she seized 
her husbands 
wrist. 
“George!” she 
exclaimed. — al- 
most hoarsely in 


her — trepidation. 
~ We ought not to 
run any risks, 
Let ous at once 


send the pearls 
to the banker's 
until the thief is 
tracked and 


hak! u/ ~ughit.” A 
Nowad ioe Ww ue You are right. 
\\ \\\ Cie Sybil,” said Sir 
\\\ rn George. He 
WN me was 2 man 
WT me, 


prompt in action, 
and he rose forth- 
with, and, light- 
ing a taper, 
hastened, followed by his wife, to the muniment-room, where the 
Peveril pearls were kept in company with the title d 

As he drew the large morocco-covered case from its drawer in 
the big iron safe, he heaved a sigh of satisfaction. “I will take 
them to Coutts’s,” he said. “ Let us make a note of what they are.” 

They returned to Lady Peveril's boudoir. Her ladyship seated 
herself at a writing-table. 

“Call them over,” she said. Sir George unlocked the case. A 
groan escaped him, His wife looked up and screamed. The case 
was empty ! * * * * * 

It was twelve o'clock, and Sir George was moodily practising 
shots by himself in the billiard-room, As he puffed moodily at his 
cigar, still pondering over the puzzle more difticult than any cannon 
on the board, he felt a tap on the shoulder, Turning with a start, 
he saw at his elbow Davis. his wife's new maid, 

She placed her finger on her lip, and beckoned him to follow her. 
He stared, and 
was about to ask 
what on carth she 


: : — 


The case was empty! 


meant. 
“The thief!” 
she whispered. 


He followed her 
ou tip-toe. 

As they entered 
the darkened 
drawing - room 
they felt a gust of 
cold air from an 
open window. 
Against. the / 
moonlight 
loomed the sil- 
houette of a 
woman’s = form. 
bending over the 
sill, talking in 
whispers with a 
man who stood 
outside, his head 
just level with 
the casernent. 

The woman was 
about to hand 
through the win- 
dow 3 a bulky 
package. Davis 
rushed = forward, 
and ina moment 
clutched it, Sir ; 
George simultaneously grasping the woman. 
scudded off like a hare, 

Sir George dragged the woman across the room, and switched on 
the electric light. In its white share he beheld—Lady Peveril! 

*Ferritt’s theory was right,” suid Davis, the Lady Detective. 


Dragged the Woman acro.s the room, 


The man without 


SEP DS Gide th Aa 
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(Saturday, September 16, 1893. 


“If yon want to keep cool during this tit 
weather, don evening attire during the day 


“Took here, Sikes, my pal. if we are going to “Yon went fishing from the clffs? That wag very nanghty : . "Tis a capital remedy, and what is mure, popui 
stand this ‘ere jecring at us, we'll send a deputation when your papa has told you not te, What did you catch?" DIAGNOSE:ING SLOPER'S CASE. with tne nied . oe Ertraet ye pies le 
tu the ‘Ome Secretary fur protection.” “A whale (weal)—father gave me a whacking.” Too much blue ruin. Lady, 7 M 


a9 Miss Sloper will be deisMted to reerive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—WILLIAM GUNN, Esq. 


y her sriends whose portraits have not yet heen inserted 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS, 


=— 


—— 
—. 


(1),“Tin going to run down to Nottingham to-morrow,” said the Eminent to threw that brick 2" he exclaimed, angrily, “Well stopped, sir!” criel a merry War 
Larli Longsox the other evening at the Frivolity. “Why, the Goose Fair isn’t on, —A. SLoven louthes merry wags. Then he fonud it was the ball from the bate li - 
ix it?” artlessly inquired that talented young lvl, as she produced a tiny powder- you ricnd Gann (vall—gun, No, tuo painful a subject tu make a joke of) hiv 
puff from her bosum, and, after passing it lightly over her face, playfully dabbed the cheers. ‘Twas one of his forward cuts, Which, a coutemporary observes, "1s er 
the F.0.M. on the nose with it; but the Great Man was not to be so easily molli- of the most beautiful strokes which ever delighted a lover of cricket.” That. * 


fiel, The worst of chaff, he has been heard to remark, is that it verges so closely SLOPE would observe, is purely a matter of taste.—-(4) He picked up the ! 

ou Leider su he turned on his beet ina hat and went and talked pvich She gas mid addressed it thus: “Little ball, when thon tlewest like Habuliag Ha pen 

= man.—(2) The Slopers have ever becn lovers of cricket, as an illustration from an Willian’s willow, thou knew st not that thou mightest have injured for lif)ome wher 

No, 804.—Miss MILDRED HASTINGS, ancient book in the Bedleian Library proves, aml when it was given forth to the to know is to love and respect. Shall 1, therefore, in ddyzeon cast thee te the wine 

“fer glorious beauty is matchless indeed ites cricketing world that that distingnishet player, William Gunn, had made the hizhest No, rather let me keep thee as a memento of ——" her alnidst the bovine of t 
—-The Dook Snook, average for the year, “That young man,” cried A. SLOVEN, “deserves to be inter- crowd, 2 furious fellow in flannels snatched the ball from his grasp. ‘The yam 
“What joy can this heart know again, now Mildred’s scorned viewed—and, what's more, he shall be.” Hence Goose Fair or no Goose Fair, Miss ended, A. SLOPER approached Mr. William Gunn. The aforesaid contemporary alo 
my love.” —Lord Bob, Lardi, he booked fur Nottingham.—(3) On A. SLoveEn entering the cricket field speaks of the famous cricketer “ getting over the ground with a long, st alins stride 
“ My every thought is centred in the maid.” there uprose a ringing cheer. Feeling fluttered, he graciously turned round mid ——~(5) Well, Gunn recognised him ina moment, and putting that “lony, stealine 


—The Hon. Billy. bowed to the pupuluce. Innuediately Le received a violent Lluw on the back. “ Who stride” into execution, disappeared inte the Pavilion, and A. SLOPER saw hin ne me: 


THE NEATSFOOT WHISKY BEGINS TO TELL ON McNAB. 
a 


« a Ider, “wid tak’ this sack o° taturs for Elder (3) On a diet of cinders and coll water the Eiier is improving, and le 
(1) “ Wha,” roared the a Oo that Ik?” = behind a stone swears that Neatsfvot and he have parted company for ever. 
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y % @Q ‘ . A ih 
A: Dosky -Worifacc - Che Boursird Bobby-F Patten 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Take your seats, Ladies and Gentlemen ; the performance is once more about tocommence. A The foutballists enjoy the fun :—For five weeks’ rent, awect Bridget gay, Pays upin an unpleasant 
eallant programme, I promise you, One that will make you lick your lips, and, like Oliver Twist, say :—A aveful sight, in time of peace: It William's fame will not inercase :— Fur fishing ina 
wish for more, Up goes the curtain :—Zn spite of all the Commons’ skill, The Lords kick out the — vark, poor Dick, By police, to prison’s taken quick.—Phew! ain't it ot! To witacss football this 
Home Rule Bill :—The Labour Parliament behold, Where representatives wax bold :— For getting wether is in itselfan ordeal, What it must be to dhay it. Pleave iny readers to judge for themselves, 
drunk da his own pub, Poor landlord George reeciccs a snub:—In spite of a most scorching sun Suiice it to say, at present bam off the game——THE SLOPERIAN SILOWMAN, 


THE LATEST CATCH. 


EXTREMES MEET. 
Toddling off to market. 


“Great Scot! MevBoozle, you onght tc be getting ready to go 
ou!” “Sho am —gellingreadytoyoou. Gotter dishguise m’ 
vuiee, ‘av'n't 1 ?--very well, theu—avm dishguising m’ voicesth— 
ta liquor?” 


She asked him if he would like to kear her sing? Ina tas ¥ E 
moment he said he would She. Shall I catch ¢ se? He. Yes, of course !-a cold, probably. “JUST GEFORE THE BATTLE, MOTHER.” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE, 


— 


SOARING STILL! 

Sopiine: sieceeds like suceess and this antiquated saying was, 
perlcps. never more strikingly exemplified than in the case of our 
new Halfpenny 
= Story Paper, 
. Quips. To 
merely say that 
the new venture 
is creating oa 
furore is to put 
the case alto. 
«ether too mild. 
ly ; toassert that 
in a verv short 
time it will num- 
ber its readers in 
millions is a pro- 
phecy likely to 
prove very little 
wide ofthe mark. 
Quips isa really 
stupendous ha - 
porth, its serials 
are so thrilling, 
its jokes are so 
smart, and its 
anecdotes so 
witty and full of 
interest. The 
Quips Question 
Prizes, too, are 
creating any 
umount of ex- 
citement; any. 
one can compete, 
and everyone 
stands an equal chance of the weekly guinea, Talk about the 

triumphs of latter-day journalism, what price Quips? 


HAVING the field practically to itself, La Fille de Madame Angét, 
nt the Criterion Theatre, has been going great guns during the last 
few weeks. The music still retains its charm for the public, and 
with a strong company to interpret a somewhat difficult opera, 
there seems no reason Why it should not continue its successful 
career for some time to come yet. . 


Tur rumour that has recently ‘troubled the minds of readers of 
that mammoth comic, Larks/ to the effect that Bocco, the faithful 
hound of the Ball's Pond Banditti is suffering from insufticiency of 
grub is, we are happy to say, unfounded. Like most members of 
the ruthless gang, it’s an uncummonly cold day when Bocco can't 
look after himself—an uncommonly cold day, indeed. 


SHooTING the moon is a dificult undertaking, but it is easy 
compared with shooting partridges, especially with the fairsex. Two 
of the © Priv.” girls mane 
aged to bring down be- 
tween them three game. 
heepers, a Village squire, 
a young baronet, four 
dogs, a cow, a horse, and 
wa torrent of oaths from 
sundry countrys yokels. 
Now, this was good busi- 
hess—for the partridges ! 

* 


THERE have been sev 
eral long articles in the 
hewspapers lately head 
“The Oyster Spat st 
Whitstable.” We never 
hnew the tasty bivalve 
had acquired the habit of 
expectoration, 

* 


* 

THE everexcellent pro- 
grunme at the Egyptian 
Hall was last week sub- 
jected to considerable 
alteration, ene of the 
most welcome of the new 
items being The Artist's 
Dream, a clever and 
pretty magical sketch, in 
which the canvas portrait 
of a very prepossessing 
young lady suddeuly be- 
enme a living and breath- 
ing reality, triumph of stage conjuring very neatly accomplished. 
Mr. M. B. Spurr’s new musical sketch, in which the humours of a 
public conversazione are admirably and wittily described, is also 
another welcome addition toa strikingly good programme. 


* 
THE Mildewed Fossil has this day heen pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon ROBERT GANTHONY, because he's a bright 
and popuiar entertainer,“ Feyther,” hazarded the Azure-Orbed 
“blowed if Lain't got ‘opes of yer yet. When a cove can sing and 
play the pianner, do musical sketches, draw lightning cartoons, 
and make yer air curl with ‘is ventriloquial and hillusory biz, as 
Robert can, even a blear-eyed old owl like you ought to notice it.” 
But here the Fabric awoke to the situation and the insult, and yet 
again he of the Cerulean Optics Stands iu urgent need of repairs. 


* 

With less than half a dozen theatres going, the field of operation 
open to the amusement seeker is, to say the very least of it, 
decidedly limit- 
ed, and when he 
has made himself 
familiar with the 
programme at 
each, there is no- 
thing left for 
him, does he still 
pine for further 
entertainment, 
but to seek it at 
the many excel- 
lent variety 
shows, of which 
the Rosal West- 
minster Aqua- 
rium is unques- 
tionably one of 
the best. Here, 
an it please you, 
you may behold 
fruit and flower 
shows, daring 
high-rope —_per- 
formances, thril- 
ling dives 
through the roof, 
a Russian wax- 
work exhibition, 
acrobats, gymnasts. comic singers, serios, and dancers—a § nlendid 
Variety entertainment, in fact; strengthened materially by the 
appearance of Hadj Soloman Ben Aissa, who initiates his audience 
nightly into the mysteries of Arab priesthood, It is a brave show 
nltoget her, 
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MANAGING to evade Mrs, 8.’s eagle optics for the time being. the 
other day, A. SLOPER seized the opportunity to run up to London, 


in order to pay a 
7. 
Ue 
So of 


long-promised visit 
to the Royal Music- 
Hall, Now, things 
at the Royal are : 
present ino a very 
Nourishing condi- 
tion, and the man- 
agement could have 
well done without 
a visit: from A 
SLOPER. His su 
den appearance, 
therefore, rather 
nonplussed — them. 
In vain was it for 
the doorkeeper to 
attempt to impress 
upon the Ancient 
One the fact that 
the house was full 
—A.SLOPER would 


. 


} 


i 


ro] 
ts) 


Ve 


AA 


Ww, 


not be = denied. 
Pushing past the 


presumptuous ofli- 
cial, he speedily 
entered the sacred 
portals, nnd, aftera 
short digression in 
the shape of an argument with Arthur Swanborough, weighed into 
the auditorium. Now, A. SLoPEs is good at sampling performances, 
and when he says that the one at the Royal cannot be beaten, his 
readers can bet a caulitlower to a dandelion that he means it. 


s 

IN answer to several correspondents who have written to know 
whether A. SLOPER has any interest in Larks! we beg to reply, 
why, cert'n'ly, Docs anyone expect, then, that the Mildewed Letté- 
rateur, the Prince of Comic Journalists, can witness the trium- 
phant birth of a new funny paper, watch it springing rapidly by 

uge leaps and bounds to the highest pinnacle of success. and not 
have an interest in it?) Impossible! The Wreck is proud of 
Larks! It's oue of the biggest shrickers going. 


* 
FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE.—Mr. Isaac Moses. who has been 
a guest at Holloway Castle for the past few weeks, has returned tu 
his residence in Houndsditch. «» « 
s 


THE curtain has once more been rung down on cricket (good old 
stock phrase this), and we can now look back with a feeling akin to 
pleasure upon an 
extremely busy 
season. The pop- 
ular game has, in 
fact, never been 
in a more flour- 
ishing condition 
than during the 
last few months, 
and England, al- 
though having to 
contend against a 
formidable team 
of Australian 
cricketers, has 
gallantly upheld 
her prestige. 
First and fore- 
most among the 
rank of batsmen 
stands the name 
of our metro- 
politan cricketer, 
A, E. Stoddart. 
Never has Eng- 
land produced a 
more gallant 
batsman than the 
gentleman in 
question, and 
even to find his 
equal we = shall 
have to go back to the palmiest days of Grace. The immediate 
successor to cricket is, of course, football, Although to many this 
rame does not commend itself on account of its roughness, there 
Is no question of its advance in popularity in this country. Every- 
thing points to a great season, and the medical profession is at 
present living in anticipation of a slorious harvest. 


* 

A. SLOPER will not conclude his seaside tour until the end of 
September, when he will return to Mildew Court in good time for 
the opening day of the moon shooting season. 

= 


* 
THE tailoring trade is certainly not the only one in which there 
iseweating. In spite of what may be said to the contrary, we have 
roof that there are at Jeast 50,000 barinaids in England whose 
1ours average sixteen daily, and whose remuneration amounts to 
the muniticent sum of ten shillings weekly. Yet should they 
make one slip from the path of honesty—and how hard to resist 
must be the temptation, at times—Christian England holds up its 
hand in horror and dismay. ae 
s 


THE American dude isin despair. He is about to receive a smack 
in the mouth which will take all his cheek to recover from. It is 
stated that at a semi-private meeting 
of most of the big theatrical managers, 
it was almost unanimously decided to 
in future forbid entrance behind the 
scenes to all persons not connected 
with the theatre. This is, indeed, sad 
news for both the dude and the cory- 
phée. Nomore flirtations at the wings, 
no more high jinks in the green room, 
and the amorous young gentleman, 
anxious to treat the darling of his heart 
to a supper after the show, will have to 7 
wait for her outside the stage door, a 
necessity which will doubtless bring 
together some interesting crowds 
around the mystic portal, 


= 

In order toa!lay all feelings of appre- 
hension we think it best to contradict 
the statement that the Hon. Billy has 
been offered the editorship of Larks! 
Apart from the obvious absurdity of 
Billy knowing anything about editing 
a bright up-to-date comic, the enor- 
mous success of the paper under its 
present chicf renders any change un- 
necessary. Take our word for it, 
Larks! isa real downright screamer, 


EVER to the fore on his benefit day 
with new and novel devices, the genial 
Brock on Thursday last, at the Crystal 
Palace, startled even his most intimate 
friends. The display of fireworks was one of the finest on record 
and the vast multitude gathered together to witness the spectacle 
departed in a thorouzhly contented frame of mind. 


(Saturday, September 16, 1393, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING 23RD SEPTEMBER, 15°3 

— ss 
_17th September, 1861.—Madame Rose Cheri, the celebs: 
French actress, died this day. ae 


— 
18th September, 1763,—Under this date, in a bill of 1. 
the prize-tighter’s “great til'd booth,” at Southwark Fair, js 
smnounced that * Delforce, the finished cudgeller, will exhibit | 
uncommon feats with the singlestick ; and who challenges guy 
min in the kingdom to enter the lists with him fora broker /.., 
ora belly full.” a 


EO —™ 

19th September, 1883.—A newspaper of this dateannoun... 
that Au enterprising Chinaman had recently opened nrestaurant 1: 
Paris, and was endeavouring to educate the Western palate fra 
appreciate the subtle excellences of rotten cggs and birds’).«; 
soup. In order to prepare the former luxuries in their full perfec. 
tion, fresh ducks’ eggs are covered with a mixture of cinders, ch:lk 
lye, soda, powdered liquorice-root and oil, and are then left for 
several months, until their yolks become first green and finally 
black. The darker the yolk the greater the delicacy. The bird~. 
nests from which the far-famed soup is made are built by a species 
of swallow that abounds on the coasts of Java, Ceylon, and Bornes 
and_ practically consist of a gelatinous substance obtained fron, 
marine plants. The nests are boiled either in chicken broth or iy, 
milk of almonds ; and the result very much resembles vermice!|j 
soup, save that it is far more costly. The Chinese restauratin: 
also offered his customers smoked sharks’ fins, dried cuttle-tish ud 
salted rats. 


$$ 
20th September, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this cu. 
says: “The French statistician is at it again. He is irrepressii).- 
His latest calculations have reference to the amount of food con. 
sumed by an average man of seventy years of age. Accordins 15 
the statistician, who backs his figures to be better than those ut 
any other arithmetician who may compete with him, the septui. 
genarian of fair health and moderate appetite consumed during hi: 
long existence twenty lorry or railway waggon loads of food. fu 
25,550 days that quantity would yield a diurnal consumption « 

three kilos 200 grammes—a kilo being equivalent to two pound: 
avoirdupois—during manhood, and two kilos and a half durine 
youth. In this calculation no account is taken of the gastrononi: 
feats of the gros mangcurs, who put away more than four kilos. 
food every diy, and who would laugh to scorn the weak cony i+ 


Sourchette of people whom the statistician has regarded as units iu 


his latest compilation of facts and figures.” 


ESA aR A ae I aR BSE ee ee 
2ist September, 1729.—John Dennis thus describes si- 
Richard Stecle, who died this day : “ He is of middle stature, brow! 
shoulders, thick legs—a shape like the picture of somebody over « 
farmer's chimney, a short chin, a short nose, a short forehead. 111 
face and dusky countenance ; yet, with sucha shape and such a 
face. he discovered at sixty that he took himself for a beauty.” 


22nd September, 1888.—This day a farmer, named Turne!!, 
of Brixwortih. Lodge, near Northampton, was stung by a wasp, aid 
he died a few minutes afterwards. He was walking in his garden 
when he felt the sting near the left temple. As the puncture caused 
pot pain, and a swelling followed, a doctor was sent for, bit 

efore his arrival—not a quarter of an hour later—death ensue, 
the deceased having suffered most acutely. 


23rd September, 1892.—A man named George Sutton. 
thirty-tive years of age, employed as a press-worker at a Birminz- 
ham steelworks, committed suicide this day by placing his hes 
under a steam-hammer, weighing about four hundredweight. 11: 
head was crushed to a pulp, 


ONLY. 


ONLY a girl and a fellow, 
Only 2 box at the play, 

Only «a supper to follow, 
Ouly the cab fare to pay. 


Only a fellow next evening, 
Stoney, downceast, and forlorn, 
With his pockets cleared out, 
And his watch up the spout, 
And the best of his wardrobe in pawn. 


—_———_———_— 


SOMETHING LIKE A COLD-MEAT BOX. 


IN life he had been one of the most respected publicans in the 
whole of Peckham, and now that he was dead, poor chap !—ti« 
whole six feet two and twenty-one stone seven of him !—varie! 
and numerous was the company that had gathered beneath tl 
drooping boughs of yew “to see him put away.” ae 

“ Did ye know him?” asked an elderly man of somewhat nautic:t! 
cut, who stood upon the fringe of the throng. ae 

“Rather! Always called in at his plice for the first ‘steadier 
in the morning, and the last drop of eyewater before turning 1. 

“Ah!” (Lhen, with a critical glance at the huge cuttin.) “It 
ain't sich a cery big box, after all, is it?” 

“Don't you think so!” 

“Not allowin’ for his corpyration: no. Was you ever up th: 
Nile?” 

“ Never.” ; 

“Ah! You oughter ha’ bin up the Nile in ‘79, along of us on te 
Smickering Susan—you'd a seen a cotlin then /” 

“How so?) Was the Susana cold-meat box?” ie 

“Not she, mate; deuce a bit of it! But where the tremenju-! 
coitin that ever I clapped eyes on come from, was just this was 
we was explorin’ the Upper Nile, fourteen thousand bloomin 
miles above the Ganges, when one afternoon we lay becalmed 
in 2 Nyanza—I shall never forget it. Our capt'in’s name wo- 
Garrybobbitt, and, thinking as he'd discovered the place. lv 
christened it Garrybobbitt’s Nyanza—which was all knocke 
on the head afterwards, ‘cos it turned out tuo be Victor 
Park Nyanza, or some name like that. However, to resoot 
Whilst he was there, one of our crew—an awful nice chap h- 
was, and his name was Bob Tookiwhiftin—must needs tt) 
it into his head to go out a-tishin’—fishin’ for crocydiles, of »! 
things in the world! Well, ‘ardly ‘ad he baited his hook than ou 
come aalligator out of a fork in the pool just behind him ; and th! 
dodg.sted reptile it crawled up that quiet—jest like a cat creepi- 
up to a mouse-trap—and it grabbed poor Bob and hauled him in 
the stagnant green water. Well, when we found out what Ta 
happened, we wasn't a-goin’ to leave that place without giving ©" 
poor mate a decent funeral, so—it’s as true as you're born, mate— 
we took and dragged that there Nyanza from end to end, av! 
gpililicated every single alligator that there was in it. It res 
job, Tecan tell you. The capt'in he put all hands on to if, 10 
we ripped every one of them alligators open; but, of cour~ 
there was so many of ‘em to one small joint—no offence to the 
mem'ry of my old comrade—that we couldn't decide for cert!" 
which one had swallowed him, So, at the suggestion of the bo>" 
—he had a rare ‘ead on him, and oughter ha’ been a lawyer. 0 + 
forger, or somethink where brains meant brass—we made a colt" 
big enough to take in the whole lot, and so we made cert'in ul u 
poor Bob gota decent——What ! I'ma what? Well, you'rea biz"! 


‘Ere! where's a bit o' tlint handy —— 
Ewery Wednesday. Twopence- 
JUDY. 
Best Artists. Best Authors 
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THE GRABBER AGAIN 


o THERE isa sight which 
: gives delight 
To those who seek 
fresh air; 
‘Tis not remote—by rail 
or boat 
You'll jolly soon be 
there. 
But now, alas! it comes 
to piss 
That grabbers show a 
wi 
To clutch a lot of this 
sweet spot— 
Alas! poor Richmond 
Hill! 


Chorus, 
Alas! poor Richmond 
Hill! 
Such Jand-rats we 
could kill! 
We'd pounds resign to 
make them pine 
ae for Richmond 
ill. 


The grabber-fiend too 
much is screened 


In all his glaring theft ; 
Of many a space (to our disgrace) 
He has our land bereft. 
He plays nice Jarks with commons and parks, 
And tries to make them nil, 
And now the snob doth yearn to rob 
Large chunks of Richmond Hill. 


Chorus.—Alas! poor Richmond Hill! ete. 
Sg 


A QUIET DAY AT HOME. 

“Dr know. my dear,” said Mr, Jubbintowne, setting down his 
cottes enpand looking across the breakfast table, “1 rather fancy 
[won't go into the city this morning. Uve been beastly worried 
with business and things lately, and I want arest. A nice quiet 
dav at home, now, over the newspaper, with a snug little snooze 
after lunch, you know, will just suit me down to the ground. It's 
the worry and tear of business life that kills a man—fairly knocis 
all the life out of him.” 

Mrs. J. expressed her pleasure at his proposal, and Jubbintowne 
spread himself out comfortably in his easiest easy-chair, put ona 
hig cigar, snd proceeded to thoroughly digest the morning's news. 

It was delightful this sense of complete rest, this utter freedom 
from business care, this-——* Come in. Eh? what Mary ? Your mis- 
tress wants to know if I'll step down to the kitchen and see if I 
éan unstop the seullery sink pipe? oh—er—well, yes, l'll be down 
directly; but, what a nuisance you girls are, stopping up the pipe.” 

A quarter of an hour later he was back in his chair: gain, and 
had just got well into the political leader, when Mrs. Jubbintowne 
opened the door. se 

~ Alfred,” she said, “here's { i 
that wretched plumber man 
brought his bill again, and he 
knows you're at home, because 
Mary told him so. We can't 
jossibly put him off any 
loner; it’s only £3 158.” 

Jubbintowne sighed a little 
a> he counted out the amount. 
it wasa nuisance to be bothered 
jist now, but better settle the 
thing and have done with it. 

He had finished the leader, 
and was skimming the latest 
reports from the scene of the 
coal strike, when another inter- 
ruption occurred, 

“Oh, Alfred!” sobbed his 
wife, bursting into the room, 
“voumust come and speak to cook ; she's been so rude, so very in- 
solent. [think you ought to tell her you won't have herin the house.” 

There was a weary smile playing about Jubbintowne’s mouth as 
he resumed his seat after his heated interview with the rebellious 
domestic; but he plunged into the “ Doings in the House ” with 
>plendid heroism, and was well down the first coluunn when Mary 
vin in with: “Oh, if you please, sir, them donkeys has got into 
the garden again, and missis says will you drive ‘em out, and go 
round and speak to the man about it; and while you're there, sir, 
would you mind postin’ these two letters, and just calling at the 
butcher's and ordering five pounds of sirloin, and to be sure and 
send it before twelve o'clock 2” 

Jubbintowne said something beneath his breath that most 
decidedly was not a prayer, but he crammed his hat on and did his 
duty. It was with a sigh of intense relief that he once more threw 
himself into his chair when he returned, and plunged into the 
vexed question of “Tips.” 

But not to remain undisturbed. “ Alfred,” said Mrs. J., looking 
n.“here’s the gas and water collector again. He says he must 
have a cheque to-day, or else——” 

But Alfred had risen in all the awfulness of his wrath. “ Madam,” 
he thundered, “tell the collector to go to Hades, then, and fetch me 
uy hat and umbrella; I’m going down to thecityatonce. Another 
talf an hour of thisand I shall be fully qualitied for the Bankruptey 
Court, and the padded room in the nearest lunatic asylum.” 

ee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 116.—KATE CORNELIA, 
You'tt think me churl to calla girl 


3 Il-formed ; but it’s my duty 
g i To plainly state that * Friv."-Girl Kate 
> Is really not a beauty. 
4 
29 Her eyes are all-too-sly-and-small, 


Her nose too red and large is; 
Her lips are parched, her brows un- 
. arched ; 
Her feet are just like barges. 


Her cheeks are rough, her chin is tough, 
Her hair distinctly sandy ; ‘ 
Her hands are browned, her shoulders 

round, 
Her nether limbs are bandy. 


Her voice is cracked, and that’s a 
fact; 
She's aveto gin-shops toddling ‘ 
ate 


And, in her gait, ungainly Kat 
Is like an ostrich waddling ! 


STRICTLY PRIVATE POSTSCRIPT. 
from SLOPER’S POET te SLOPER. 


Now take a hint. dear Wreek, and print 
Those sixteen lines in statu, 

But do not let your readers get 
The fact T now relate you. 


This maid divine [ thus malign, 
That T may place a barrier 
‘Twixt Katie ond the masher band, 
For I myself would marry her! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—~ > 


THE SIAMESE LEGATION, 23 ASHBURN PLACE. LONDON, S.W., 
alugust 29th, 1803. 

DeaR Sin,—Prince Chira, who, as a son of the King, was so 
interested in your drawing, entitled, “ A. SLOPER interviewing the 
King of Siam,” desires me to acknowleds+ the receipt of your note 
of the 28th inst., forwarding the aforementioned sketch ina frame. 
T am to say that the Prince duly appreciates your courteous gift, 
for which he begs you to accept his best thanks. 

Yours faithfully, EDWARD LOFTUS, 


35 New Roan, LLANELLY, September Last, 1893. 
DEAR Sin.—lI hasten to thank vou most heartily for the very 
hice picture—* Sloper Award of Merit’—which you so 
presented me with. The same arrived this morning in safet 
ease returned per G.W.R. Onee again thanking vou, 
T remain, yours sincerely, W. T. DAVIES. 
P.S.—Give my kind love to Tootsie, and when I next see her she 
can expect a real Welsh kiss, W. T. D. 


—_——o——— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 183.—He Reconcives 'Em To THEIR Lot. 


THF members of Parliament bleated, 
The members of Parliament blared ; 
Their blood it grew grievously heated ; 
Their grievances loudly they sired. 
Their hearts were away in the North— 
Ammunition and guns they had bought ‘en— 
When the terrible fiat came forth : 
* You are booked for a session this autumn!” 


Our noble M.P.s—to their credit 
And endless renown, be it spoken— 
To their arduous duties are wedded 
2y vows that will never be broken ; 
And hence our illustrious Parlia- 
Mentarians never bethought ‘em 
Of. truant-like, “ hopping the Charley.” 
Though cursing the session of autumn! 


And yet. when that terrible session 
Began, it behoves us to say 

That the members with dreadful depression 
Attended it day after day. 

Vruitless thoughts of the joys they were missing, 
To frenzies of agony wrought ‘em; 

And, with moaning and groaning and hissing, 
They railed at the session of autwmn. 


ALLY SLOPER—Humanity’s Friend : 
ALLY SLOPER. the Pink of Benevolence— 
Exelaimed. “It behoves me to send 
These repinings (begot of the devil) hence ! 
Tl work for these mournful M.P.s 
Till a much-needed lesson I've taught ‘em: 
How they ought to thank Heaven, on their knees. 
That they're booked for a session this autumn!” 


[L.o! every afternoon, before the Legislation Chamber's door, a 
ficure (deeply veiled) upstands and holds a cash-box in its hands. 
Upon that box these words you'll spot: “Insert a penny in the 
slot. and straight the mystic veil will rise, and to thy dazed and 
startled eyes reveal a‘human face divine * that once was prettier 
far than thine, but's now a blear-eyed, bloated thing, because its 
owner's had his fling for many a year, all blithe and frisky, ‘mid 
Scottish grouse and Scottish whisky !"'] 


As M.P.s to the talking-room drifted, 
Their coins they did eagerly place 
In the slot ; and, the veil being lifted, 
Revealed the SLOPERIAN face! 
And the sickening sight has so riven 
Their hearts with disgust, that it’s brought ‘em 
To render loud thanks unto Heaven 
Yor the boon of a session in autumn ! 


Every Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUSTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


“BUT THIS MOST FOUL.” 
[Near Newlay two attempts, with about a fortnight’s interval, were made to 
wreck two M, R. Co.'s express trains,—/’ress.} 
As we glance through our Echo or “far, 
Our attention too often is claimed 
Ly a two-or-three-sentences par. 
Whose effect is to make us ashamed 
Of our kind. And it strikes us as odd 
That such pride in our race we posress, 
When we learn that the “image of God” 
Has been trying to wreck an express. 


Whoso sheddeth his fellowman’s blood 

Must be slain by his fellowman’s hand : 
But the doom of the rope is too good 

For the hell-worthy trainewrecking band. 
Horrid torturings, savayze, and grim, 

And prolonged, would be not in excess 
Of the fair and just merits of him 

Who endeavours to wreck an express. 


We opine, as such stories we read,: 
That the heavens and the carth will be moved 
To bring home to the culprit his deed : 
But our notion too soon is disproved, 
Such events out of everyone's mind 
Seem to die in a fortnight or less : 
And the scoundrel still roams unconfined 
Who has laboured to wreck an express, 


—_——_—_>——_— 


IN FOR A SCRAPE. 


OLD Strickly was very particular about the immaculate purity 
of his ledger, and last wecka young clerk had to scratch out a mis- 
take. 

“Hallo!” said the book-keeper ; “what's this?” 

* Just alittle scrape I had to put in,” answered the clerk. 

“Humph! you've put the scrape in the book, but when Mr. 
Strickly sees it, the book will put you in the scrape.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


IT is in the most sentimental novel that you most often find 
“alack !” of sentimentalism. 

However clearly and lucidly the author writes his story, he 
nevertheless makes MS, of it. 

From all we've read of mountain-cars and mountain asarnts, wo 
are led to conclude that mountains are neither deaf nor dumb. 

Copper Wire: A telegram sent by a policeman. 

WoULD not a schoulmaster be a more suitable man than an M.P. 
to take charge of the Hundreds of Chiltera ? 
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A ROMANCE OF THE “LAUGHING SAL.” 


(A TALE OF THE CALM CANAL.) 


—- 2s 


CHAPTER I. 


CAPTAIN JOStAH BRADLEY was romantie, though, to look at 
him, one would not have thoucht it. Captain Bradley was -hort 
and fat. His tiery, : 
weather-beaten 
face had a nose 
stuck in’ its 
centre which 
might have 
been accepted as 
funny, but could 
never be taken 
by the onlooker 
28 a nose which 
belonged toa 
romantic person. 
It was not Gre- 
cian, nor was it 
retrouse, It was 
a fat nose—not 
fat at any indi- 
vidual part of it, 
but consistently 
fatallover. From 
the base to the 
apex it was rotund 


and jolly and ©, 
richly ripe—if ¢ 
colour ac- 


cepted as an evi- 
dence when noses 
are ripe. 

To many a man 
that nose would 
have spelt ruin 
to Captain 
Bradley it was merely a mitigated misfortune. Hada parson ora 
banker worn a nose like that, no one would have trusted either 
their souls or their money in their care—and rightly, too, Most 
people, from his nose, would have inferred that Captain Bradley 
drank heavily ; most people would have therefore been wrone. 
The captain was nota teetotaler, but he was not a drunkard. He 
took his booze at regular intervals and in well-regulated quantities, 
and neither the intervais nor the quantities were frequent or large, 
His nose was an ornament which great Nature had gifted to him. 
It was chronic. It had always been odd in shape, and the summer 
sun and winter frosts had toned it up tothe colour it now possessed, 

Captain Bradley was imaginative, and, as a consequence, was 
romantic. He began canal boating ata period when the popular 
penny periodical was in its infancy, and for the latter forty years 
of his life he had been a diligent student of the romantic dreadful 
in the serial form. He had formed ideals, and had built incidents 
in which beautiful women were rescued from perils in the most 
remarkable way by Josiah 
Bradley, but somehow 
these incidents had never 
come oir, 

The life of a canal boat. 
man is not one which 
gives great opportunity 
for adventure. Truce, 
Captain Bradley had not 
been wholly without ex- 
aiting incidents in’ his 
lifetime, Onee he had 
gallantly plunged) ever. 
board to save a lady, and 
succeeded in’ swimming 
ashore; but she did not 
turn out to be a countess 
—she was merely 2 
drunken woman; anid 
when she was hauled up 
to the bank, she used Ian- 
guage towards her res- 
cuer, in which the depth 
and breadth of arich Trish 

an brogue waa not suflicient 

Y to conceal the profanity. 
=, \\ But, notwithstanding 
\ all discouragements, 
Captain Bradley still 
A Arenmed on, and built 

castles inthe atmosphere, 

The romances brightened 

the dreary monotony of 2 

canal boat life, and threw 
fragments of refinement into the occasional outbursts of profane 
language which are necessary to the proper navigation of a canal 
boat. His dreams had, however, one unfortunate cifeet, The 
Clara Vere de Vere type of woman, which had pervaded the 
romances he read, had raised his ideal of womankind to a_ very 
high pitch. The noble mien, the majestic form, the lofty brow, 
were not to be found among the ladies whose sphere of duties Ted 
them to the vicinity of the canal which Captain Bradley navizated, 
and therefore Captain Bradley remained a bachelor, The hope 
that he would rescue his ideal ina half-drowned condition had not 
wholly deserted him, but it must be confessed that with fifty-three 
years to look back over, Josiah was getting discouraged. The dis- 
tressed damsel might appear, but it was doubtful if the conclusions 
of the romance would close with the usual satisfactory amount of 
matrimony. His heart was youthful, but his person was rugged. 
When his vouthful feelings were uppermost, he thought of the 
whole world with philanthropic leanings; when he viewed his 


A diligent student. 


His ideal. 


mn 7 


Rescuer and reseuci. 


outer man. he found comfort in hurling lanzuage at the man whe 
whacked the horse which formed the motive power of the boat. 
Of late he had cursed with appalling frequency. 
(To be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.OS." PORTRAIT GALLERY, 


FEMININE WIT. 
Scexu— Zhe Beach, Yarmouth 


scnieon! 
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No. 325. CoMIcan Enis, Fins, 
“Ts a ventriloquist ability and fame. In doubt about the 
date on which he first saw the light. Not. certain whether he 
P wasborn. ‘Thinks he might have been made in Germany 
s originally intended for an erlitor, but fort ont he was net Mande, Well, out with it! What is it? 
stoney-hearted cnough, Having too large awl active a brain iow, Why ought that man bathing over there to be m tical ? 
fora istrate or a member of parliament, decided to bw Mande. Dou't know, Give it up. 
a professional. To that end purchased figures, rewl up halla vse, Why. sats as ni ears aoe 
rurale or so antiquatel chestnuts, and blossomed forth into a Ase, Why, because he has piano leg, of course. 
full-llelzed ventriloquist, First appearance at Les Hippo 
de Ja Colli-cr-selog befure his Imperial Majesty the Ki 
Wigan. King very touche! at sympathetic rendering of PN. 
Jimms’s poom, * A Patch from my Angel Brother's Pants. Pres 
sented Cris with freeiom of city and parcel of anpaid Atstealian 
Wank bonds, Has since appeared before many noted personaves, 
notably Sir John Bridge, Dick, Dunn, Billy Harris, Mr. Justice 
Hawkins, The Shifter, and many others. Is of a tical turn 
of mind, Weekly literature consists of Loren, Larks? Quis 
The Eva, aw\ the sporting periodicals, Did not write * A Bieyele 
Built for Two. Thinks it one of the few things he has done to 
deserve pullie vratitude, Chiefly becanse he's a comical cuss 
He was created FLO.S. aed the *stoper award of Merit’ prescuted 
to lam Marvels 16th, 1589." —Debrete dinproced, 


Fase. Tsay, girls, have just thought of something funny. 


GITTING 


ay to 
ae Bo 5, 
ww oN, 
a TEN ¢ 
ML, 4 A 
(ult 


Tay. - 


“MARY, COME UP!” 
Doume Philippa, Gwisooks, thos unibipert: kinave, whers hast 
then been these many hours ? 
Master Osmund. In that then savest Galsaeks, guol my 
Muuther, thou hast guessed it the first time—1 have been Ashing! 


(1) Billy Kidder.—Ax yer pardon, me ‘lord. Could yon, or ‘your good lady. spare 
fA pore horfan a few coppers to git a meal? Me an’ me brother ‘ere ain't ‘ad a mossle 
to cat for six weeks come We'n'slay. I could git yer Royle ‘Ighuess change, Ftrz- 
bounder,—-No, boy, I've nothing for you. Be off !— 2) “All right, ‘Arry, Ill be 
upsides with that broken down toff, and no kid, you see if I bain't! Fust we takes 
and thins down the top bar of the fence a bit, sve ?——(3) Then we stirs hnp the 
‘ornet’s ucet w bit, like thts ‘cre, And now keep yer hi on me, aud Vil chuw yer a 


Unele Bosher, You will be likely, sir, to beucfis cousiicrably 
un:ler my will. 

Young Scooper. Just like your noble heart, uncle Ten. 

Uncle Kosher, Myce; I'm leaving the blamed lut to founda 
show for the Reclamation of Cunfirmed Boozera. 


~Ohdearolwdear! Tf Peal for belp shall be discoveret 
nenus my shoes and stockings, and if Idon’t call ! shall be 
drowned, What shall Ido?” 


“What are those tucks onyenr smock for, Jem? Ts your mother 
going to let ‘em out when your chest grows 7" 


: Oe 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(And yet there are those who say the Engitsh girl cannot make @ toke, 


EVEN 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED 


2. —Poppy. 


| Saturday, September 16, 1893, 


ALARMING ACCIDENT AT HASTINGS 
A yvung lady fell by accident and male her uew 
bathing-dress wet throug! 


“ These gloves are fast, mnm—suit you to a T." 

Mrs, Sniffles. Fast, indeed! Take that, for yer imper- 

ence! rn let you know, young man, | ain't a girl u' 
at sort 


WITH HIM. 


barny all make yer toes curl !"——(4) “Ere! Hoy! Coo-o-ay! Sharp's the wor! 
suvnor! Run like billyo! ‘Ere’s a shrieckin’, bellerin’, tearin’ mad bull a-comin’' 
Hover the fence with yer like a streak or you're a deal ‘an !"—(5) “ Ha, ba, ha" 
wot'd [tell yer, ‘Arry ?. [ know'd I'd pay ‘em out! Watcher call that?" And now 
Fitzbounler'’s “only girl he ever loved " has cut him dead, just because he was sere 
with a passing panic in the moment of peril, a thins to which the bravest uf us is 
suinect. As if a dive into a hornet’s nest wasu't punisliment enough | 


NOT NATURAL. 


Tan 


“You look nicommen good this mornin’, Willian. | 
don't mostly look so good as that at three A.M. 


-_— — 
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